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mine Virginia O'Hanlon wrote to 
Editor Charles Anderson Dana 
of "The New York Sun" asking, 
"PLease tell me the tauth, 44 
there a Santa Claus?" An 
“answer came on September 21, 
1897, nen mn 9 BP [tor reol ted: 


Dear Virginia, 


Your little friends are wrong. They I ave been af- 
fected by the skepticism of a skeptical age. They do 
not believe except what they see. They think that 
nothing can be which is not comprehensible by their 
minds. All minds, Virginia, whether they be men’s 
or children’s, are little. 


In this great universe of ours, man is a mere insect, 
an ant, in his intellect, as compared with the bound- 
less world about him, as measured by the intelligence 
capable of grasping the whole truth and knowledge. 


Yes, Virginia, there is a Santa Claus. 


_ He exists as certainly as love and generosity and 
_ devotion exist, and you know that they abound and 
give to your life its highest beauty and joy. Alas! 

ow dreary would be the world if there were no 
Santa Claus! It would be as dreary as if there were 
no Virginias. There would be no childlike faith then, 
no poetry, no romance, to make tolerable this exist- 
ence. We should have no enjoyment, except in sense 
and sight. The eternal light with which childhood 
fills the world proud! be extinguished. 


Not believe in Santa Claus! You might as well not 
believe in Fairies! You might get your papa to hire 
men to watch in chimneys on Christmas evening to 
catch Santa Claus, but even if they did not see Santa 
Claus coming down, what would that prove? 


Nobody sees Santa Claus, but that is no sign there 
is no Santa Claus. The most real things in the world 
are those that neither children nor men can see. 


Did you ever see Fairies dancing on the lawn? Of 
course not, but that’s no proof that they are not there. 


You may tear apart the baby’s rattle and see what 
makes the noise inside, but there is a veil covering 
the unseen world which not the strongest man, nor 
even the united strength of all the strongest men 
that ever lived, could tear apart. 


Only faith, fancy, poetry, love, romance, can push 
aside that curtain and view and picture the supernal 
beauty and glory beyond. 

Is it real? 
Ah, Virginia, in all the world there is nothing else 
real and abiding. 


No Santa Claus’ Thank God, he lives and he lives 
forever. A thousand years from now, Virginia... 
nay, ten times ten thousand years from now, he will 
continue to make glad the heart of childhood. 
Contributed by E. Jane Coleman, 
Mendon, Mass. 


netty Cysts 


from all of us. 


Gown of Bellingham. 
HISTORICAL COMMISSION 


And, to our retiring Editor, Bert Guerin, may we express our 
sincere and heartfelt appreciation for a job well done--filling 
in the gap left when Ed Sawyer took the “train to somewhere". 
May he have success in his new dream venture, model railroading, 
but we must insist that he observe every crossing in Town by 


forewarning loudly---blowing that ‘ere whistle so's we know 
he's coming and avoid sending any more Bellingham folk to the 
hinterland with that giant, coal consuming, water drinking, 
Dont forget your ole friends 


iron monster. Good luck, Bert. 
of the BHC, 
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In this issue we introduce our new Editor, Joyce Schreffler, 
and wish her much success in this endeavor for we are very 
grateful to her for volunteering to continue to promote our 
history that you may be aware of our rich heritage. 


SANTA’S ACCIDENT 


As he started down the chimney, 
Santa bumped his head, 

It gave him such an awful ache, 
He had to go to bed. . 

So Mrs. Santa took over, 
But this I’ll have to confess, 

The way she got things mixed up, 
Was a sad and unforgettable mes 


Mary got a baseball bat, 
Johnny, a blue eyed doll, 
Freddy got a cooking set, 
Which didn’t please him at all. 
Granny got a nice new pipe, 
Grandpa an apron, with frills, ° 
Mother’s gift was a saber saw, le 
Supposed to be Uncle Will’s. 


Dad got a nice new frying pan, 
Aunt Jane got a fishing rod, 
A fertilizer spreader marked for Baby, 

And a rattle for Uncle Hod. ‘ 
Josie’s gift was a chemical set, 
Which Billy had wanted for years, 
So instead of a lot of happiness, 
There were a lot of tears. 


When Santa heard how things turned out, 

Said, “‘Hereafter, Dear, you stay at 
home, 

The wife’s place is in the kitchen, 
You’re too flighty, far to roam. 

“As for me, I'll forget the old ways, 
No more chimneys, as of yore, 

I’ double park like everyone else, 
And go through the front door.” 


a 


“J 


we 


As a follow-up on the October 1975 issue featuring "Richmond 
and Way Stations" diary, TV fans of the "To Tel atne LruTh, 
program may recall that last February, Kitty Carlisle mentioned 
that her grandfather was a gunner on the "Merrimac" battleship. 
Copies were made of the diary by Mrs. B. A. White and sent to 
Ms. Carlisle informing her that a soldier from Bellingham had 
witnessed that battle of the Merrimac and Monitor and must have 
noticed the cannon fired by her grandfather. He could not be 
seen personally by Mr. White as he was behind the heavy armor 
plate of the Merrimac. The copy of her card attests to her 
interest in our Bellingham heritage and makes for a small world. 


You may be interested to know that Kitty is 60 years old and 
Garry Moore, same age, Peggy Is 49 and Blil Cullen ts 55. Just 
‘tn case you wondered how it could be possible that it was Kitty's 


grandfather! 

KiTTY CARLISLE 
Dear Mr. Lundvali, 
"WHAT DO | SEE?" 


Wend : I cannot thank you enough for your 
Fale A ct letter and the material vou sent about my 


Shett do i see? grandfather, which was fascinating. 


A Bumble Bee } eal 
Mewar a) Rose I'm compiling material on my prand- 
And wink at met" father, and this is enormously helpful, 


Christmas Giving Most cordidlly y 
There are those that spend their Christmas Day 


\ ve 
L 
In making little children gay— ‘ 


Find jov in Christmas viving: 
Lut those who give alone for show 


4 . ’ . . et, 
Can never in their giving know PIE LI LF 
The Truth of Christmas giving. ___y- 


c 
For we must vive with heart aglow, ‘Dime od 


If we in any way would know 
The Truth of Christmas giving, 


Long did the tinsel and display 

Hide from mv heart the Truth away— 
The Truth of Christmas viving. 

Some buy large gifts and some buy small; 
But some that buy no yvift at all 

Know best the Truth of giving. 
The Wise Men followed up the Star 

To bring their gifts they traveled far— 
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Found Truth in Christmas giving. "A WONDERFUL MOTHER” 
We cannot say his gift is vain, GOD MADE A WONDERFUL MOTHER, 

Who cheers a heart or eases pain— A MOTHER WHO NEVER GROWS OLD; 
The Truth of Christmas giving, HE MADE HER SMILE OF THE SUNSHINE, 


When Christ came down on earth to live, 
It was Himself that He did give— 
The Truth of Christmas giving. 


AND HE MOLDED HER HEART OF PURE GOLD. 


IN HER EYES HE PLACED BRIGHT SHINING STARS, 


Taken from IN HER PINK CHEEKS, FAIR ROSES YOU SEE. 
"MOTHER'S MEDITATIONS" GOD MADE A WONDERFUL MOTHER 
Poem by AND HE GAVE THAT DEAR MOTHER TO ME." 
Jennie Elizabeth Tyndall 
Courtesy of the Tyndall Family Bernard Caswell 


“LADIES NIGHT 


BELLINGHAM MENS CLUB 
BELLINGHAM TOWN HALL~-~> DEC. Sth. (93/ 


“THE Otp OAKEN Bucket” 


A well was dug in Greenbush Village in Scituate, Massachusetts 

in 1678 by the Northey family. This was made famous by the poem 
composed by Samuel Woodworth. He was born in Scituate on January 
13, 1784, and died in 1842. Although tradition states thatthis copy 
was written in the Bellingham Parsonage, this seems now to be 
doubtful as Woodworth suffered an attack of apoplexy in 1837 which 
incapacitated him until his death in 1842. Rev. Nehemiah Lovell 
came to Bellingham in 1840. Prior to that he had been Pastor in 
Princeton and Amherst, Massachusetts. However, the manuscript 

was in the Bellingham Parsonage and. remained in the Lovell family 
possession until given to Brown in 1962. Note that there are some 
word changes from the original by Woodworth. (See page 7) 


The Old Oaken Bucket 


to my heart are the [scenes of my |child-hoodWhen |fond rec- ol - 
or. chard,the j|mead . ow, the wild.wood, And | ev - ’ry loved 


sents them to 
in - fan. cy 


spot which my 


léc - tion pre - 


by it, The bridge and the jrock where the 
nigh it, And je’en the rude {buck . et that 


itt 


The moss-covered chat hailed as a treasure, And quick to the wh:ic- pebbled bottom it fell, 

For often at noon, when returned from the field, Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing 

I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure, And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well 
The purest and sweetest that nature can yield. The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 

How ardent I seized it, with hands that were glowing. The moss-covered bucket that rose from the well. 


A little known fact called to our attention by the Rev. Frank 

Knight, Jr., that Samuel Woodworth had a son named Selim E., who 

was involved in a rescue attempt of the wagon train caught in the 
snow at Donner Pass in the Sierra Nevada Mountains in 1847 when 

many lost their lives. He was subjected to scorn for his failure 

yet he was a successful businessman in San Francisco and when the 
Civil War came he rejoined the navy and rose to the rank of Commodore. 
He died in 1870, still a prominent citizen. 
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WHERE WAS THE 
UNIVERSALIST 
CHURCH LOCATED 
AFTER 1750? . 


South Bellingham 


IT BECAME THE 
WRIGHT CURTIS 
TAVERN AROUND 
1800 AND THEN 
THE JEREMIAH 
CROOKS TAVERN 
1834-60 (ABOUT 
WHERE THE 
BEVERLY CLUB 
IS NOW.) 


a. ae me senate Sarr ie {ee a ey, 


CROOKS’ TAVERN, KEPT BY JEREMIAH CROOKS 1834—1860 


LOOKING CLOSELY AT THE BUILDING WE NOTE THE ORIGINAL 
SIZE WAS HALF OF THAT SHOWN. THE SECTION CONTAINING 
THE TWO CHIMNEYS AND PORCH WAS THE PART THAT HAD BEEN : 
THE UNIVERSALIST CHURCH FOR ABOUT 50 YEARS. THIS IS ; 
CONFIRMED BY A DRAWING OF THE BUILDING THAT APPEARS ON — 
THE 1794 MAP OF BELLINGHAM. WE ARE FORTUNATE TO HAVE 
AN IDEA OF HOW THE CHURCH LOOKED YEARS AGO. SAD TO SAY 
THIS LEAVES US WITH NO PICTURE, DRAWING OR IDEA OF HOW 
THE FIRST CHURCH, CONGREGATIONAL, APPEARED FOR OUR 


BT STORY RQ) FRX TAQ GRAVE NS OS RENE 
O RI G IN Of A Christmas Carol 
SILENT NIGHT 


search for the name of the anonymous originators of 

the beloved song, Silent Night. When the King of 

Prussia heard the song in December 1854 and asked 
the name of the composer, no one could tell him immediately. 
The music had been published without credit to the men who 
had written the words and music. Months passed before 
‘researchers’ were able to answer the King’s question. 


Bi CENTURY AGO, a question of a king started a 


The words had been written by Fr. Joseph Mohr, the 
parish priest at Oberdorf, Austria, on Christmas eve, 1818. 
They had been set to music by the church’s organist, Franz 
Gruber, and sung for the first time in the church the next 
day. The organ got ‘out of fix’ before the Christmas service 
and Gruber played the accompaniment on a guitar. Gruber 
was found to be alive, and he confirmed the story of the 
song’s origin. He lived until 1862. 


Of numerous translations of Fr. Mohr’s words into 


English, the following is the most popular. The translation 


‘is as anonymous as Gruber was when the German King 
asked his question in 1854. 


From a Scrapbook Compiled by Clark Kinnaird 


SILENT NIGHT 


Silent night, Holy night! 
All is calm, all is bright. 
"Round yon Virgin Mother and 
Child, 
Holy Infant so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace— 
Sleep in heavenly peace! 


Silent night, Holy night? 
Shepherds quake at the sight! 
Glories stream from heaven afar, 
Heav’nly hosts sing Allelulia; 
Christ the Saviour is born 
Christ the Saviour is born! 


Silent night, Holy night! 
Son of God, love’s pure light. 


Radiant beams from Thy holy face, 
With the dawn of redeeming grace, 


Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth, 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth. 


